KABIR^S POEMS     43

You never prepared the bed of your

husband :

0 mad. one ! you passed your time in

silly play.
Your youth was passed in vain, for

you did not know your Lord ;

Wake, wake! See! your bed is

empty: He left you in the

Flight.
Kabir says : (c Only she wakes, whose

heart is pierced with the arrow

of His music.55
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WHERE is the night, when the sun i&

shining ? If it is night, then the

sun withdraws its light.
Where knowledge is, can ignorance

endure ? If there be ignorance,.

then knowledge must die.